10                        THE WINTER'S TALE.                   [ACT i.

This squash, this gentleman.   Mine honest friend,           160

Will you take eggs for money 1

Mam. No, my lord, I Jll fight.

Leon. You will! why, happy man be 's dole ! My brother,
Are you so fond of your young prince as we
Do seem to be of ours ?

PoL                            If at home, sir,

He 3s all my exercise, my mirth, my matter,
Now my sworn friend and then mine enemy,
My parasite, my soldier, statesman, all:
He makes a July's day short as December,
And with his/ varying childness cures in me                      170

Thoughts tfyat would thick my blood.

Leon.                                                So stands this squire

Officed with me : we two will walk, my lord,
And leave you to your graver steps.    Hermione,
How thou lovest us, show in our brother's welcome ;
Let what is dear in Sicily be cheap :
Next to thyself and my young rover, he 7s
Apparent to nay heart.

Her.                           If you would seek us,

We are yours i' the garden : shall's attend you there ?

Leon. To your own bents dispose you : you '11 be found,
Be you beneath the sky.    [Aside^ I am angling now,         180
Though you perceive me not how I give line.
Go to, go to !

How she holds up the neb, the bill to him !
And arms her with the boldness of a wife
To her allowing husband ! "

[Exeunt Polixenes, Hermionej and Attendants.

Gone already !

Inch-thick, knee-deep, o'er head and ears a fork'd one 1
Go, play, boy, play : thy mother plays, and I
Play too, but so disgraced a part, whose issue
Will hiss me to my grave : contempt and clamour
Will be my knell.   Go, play, boy, play.   There have been,